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MY FATHER, 



IN LOVE AND GRATITUDE, 



I DEDICATE THIS POEM. 



C. J. W, 






GOD SPEED, 

Dear Child, by toil conceived, of reverie. 
Go forth at last, and be it well with thee ! 
Go, tell the world how midnight travail wove 
A dream of joy and passion, hope and love. 
Of human fate and all which fate withstands. 
Of human souls, of human hearts and hands : 
Hands that could snatch the sceptre, wrest the 

crown. 
Hands that could falter at a woman's frown. 
Frail human hearts, yet strong to do and dare. 
Strong hearts, yet crushed by anguish and despair, 
Souls that were conquered, yet as victors hailed. 
Souls that in death's despite o'er death prevailed. 

Go, tell the world how patiently I wrought, 
Weaving the threads of fine laborious thought, 
And choosing here the purple, here the gold. 
Now sombre hues, now glories manifold. 



.T-r- 



vi THE LOVE-SONG OF BARBARA 

Tell how I loved these creatures of my brain, 

Wept for their visionary grief and pain, 

Yet loved and wept in vain ! 

For ah, there is a fate beyond our will, 

Which, when we tempt creation, rules us still ; 

We hold the pen but at our elbow stand 

Life, Death, Joy, Sorrow — they must guide our 

hand. 
And he who sins against their high control 
Will never touch the heart or move the soul. 



Bat^ib^ara fru tfi^ ttttrer trxrflft ahvait 



CANTO I. 

The tuneful story of my love I tell, 
That those to whom love's mysteries are dear 
May read and understand. I purpose well 
To put aside, all bashfulness and fear, 
So that my utterance may be as clear 
And simple as a child's. If thence my name 
Provoke fastidious folly to a sneer, 
I care not ; fools confer no lasting fame. 
Nor understand aright the shamelessness of 
shame. 

But you, whose goal is truth, who look to find 
Sunlight and shadow in the lives of men 
And women, knowing somewhat of mankind, 
You will not hold me worthless though my pen 
Reveal a woman's weakness now and then. 
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No ; at your hands at least I look for grace, 
Which you will grant me freely, until when 
I stoop to baseness which is merely base 
To win the shouts of them that throng the market- 
place. 

Oh, reader, there are hours when Nature wears 
The tender beauty of a maiden's dream, 
When heaven bursts on our vision unawares. 
And floods with glory hill and vale and stream, 
When life and love in perfect union seem. 
And on such hours as these in after-years. 
By light of memory's consecrating beam. 
With softened hearts and eyes bedimmed with 

tears. 
We fondly gaze and rest from worldly hopes and 

fears. 

At such an hour as this, poor Marguerite 
With her fond lover in the garden strayed, 
And throbbed with anguish so divinely sweet. 
Her heart was half enchanted, half dismayed ; 
She burned with love, yet doubts would still 

invade 
Her sweUing breast, and whisper : ' Maiden, 

flee! 
Too dear, alas ! the price which must be paid 
For joys like this. Ah ! canst thou fail to see 
The demon lurking in that smile of mockery ?' 
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THE LO VE'SONG OF BARBARA. 3 

And such a magic hour is fleeting now, 
Here on this stage which I would call to view, 
Would but this halting muse of mine endow 
My lips with melody as clear and true 
As to this earthly Paradise is due. 
Words, idle words ! how shall you e'er convey 
The charm which dwells in every blending hue. 
The glory of the setting sun, whose ray 
Sheds golden splendour o*er the death-bed of the 
day. 

Mile after mile beneath the crimson sky 
The winding river fades into the west, 
The trembling shadows on its bosom lie 
Like babes upon a sleeping mother's breast ; 
The rustling willows, tenderly caressed 
By the soft kisses of the balmy air, 
Sigh forth the gladness of a love confessed : 
A holy stillness lingers everywhere. 
And cradles earth and heaven in slumber sweet 
and fair. 

Yes, all is quiet here ; no footfall comes 
To mar the sanctity of day's decease ; 
Night stoops, and with her opiate kiss benumbs 
The waning light, and whispers, ' Rest in peace !' 
And so the sunset glory by degrees, 
Before the gathering gloom, is put to flight, 
And — save the gentle rustling of the trees, 

1—2 



4 THE LOVE'SONG OF BARBARA, 

Or some late songster's tremulous good-night — 
All sounds are hushed, all things to soft repose 
invite. 

Reader, invisibly await me here, 
I shall return anon, for, hark ! the wind 
Bears up a distant sound, which, drawing near. 
The measured plash of oars is just divined. 
Then comes a burst of laughter, unconfined 
But musical, then silence ; not for long. 
For presently a woman's voice — designed 
Just for such service, tender, clear and strong — 
Rings through the twilight air in soul-inspiring 
song. 

And now the boat between the darkening 

shores. 
Slow stealing on, has crept with soft advance 
Up to your bank, at length the sound of oars 
Is hushed ; white garments through the foliage 

glance, 
Nature is wakened from her dream-like trance 
By laughter soft and shrill, by eager voices. 
Suggestions, exclamations of gallants 
And demoiselles ; each one of us enjoys his 
Or her share in the strange cacopHony of noises. 

And so our bark is moored : without delay 
The crew have stepped alternate o'er her side. 
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And on the grass alighting, I and they 
Stand by the margin of the rippling tide, 
And gaze upon the scene which far and wide 
Smiles to receive us. Yet they linger not. 
For presently you'll see the throng divide. 
And, wandering to seek they scarce know what, 
Leave me alone to muse in this enchanted spot. 

A single youth there was who lagged behind 
To search with one sad, scrutinizing glance 
My face, but what he sought there did not find : 
I stood with half-averted countenance. 
Nor feigned to note him, lest he might advance, 
And certain secret hopes be overthrown. 
I was his queen, his lady of romance. 
But loved him not, and longed to be alone, 
So to his wistful eyes my face became a stone. 

I was reputed then a wayward creature. 

Who loved to muse on things which poets 

deem. 
To contemplate the face and form of Nature, 
To lavish golden hours in sweet day-dream. 
And so poor Victor left me by the stream. 
And wandered sadly off into the night, 
While, with a sigh of gratitude supreme, 
I yielded up my soul to her delight. 
And on the tireless wings of fancy took to flight. 
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But first I spread my mantle on the ground, 
Whereon, secure in languid ease, I lay 
And listened, while the slowly-waning sound 
Of voices in the distance died away. 
And now that earth had bid adieu to day. 
And I had found the solitude I sought, 
The evening mist, a robe of silver gray, 
A fairy scarf impalpable as thought. 
Shrouded the wave whose breast the light-foot 
breezes caught. 



Imagine me a maiden of that age 
When girlhood ripens to maturer grace, 
Ready with glowing hand to turn the page. 
Ready to look new wonders in the face. 
New joys, I hoped, for in the little space 
Of life which lay behind me, joy had found 
A somewhat unpropitious dwelling-place. 
And Hope to-night, begarlanded and crowned, 
Whispered, ' All dear delights henceforward shall 
abound.' 

My father was a country parson, one 

Who loved the sermon better than the text ; 

Who, when his Sabbath duties all were done. 

Was week by week more dismally perplexed 

What to employ his faculties on next. 

Home life he scorned, and all domestic pleasure, 

My childish talk his cold heart merely vexed, 
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And in despair he filled his ample leisure 
By quarrying grave tomes for antiquarian treasure. 

My mother's face I barely can remember, 
But just recall how on an autumn day, 
One silent afternoon in sad September, 
I stood beside the bed whereon she lay, 
And, awestruck, gazed upon the lifeless clay. 
The waxen features moved not when I spoke ; 
And sadly, by-and-by, I turned away. 
So paralyzed by this mysterious stroke, 
I could not weep, although my young heart nearly 
broke. 

One evening I had come with weary feet 
From distant rambling through the country- 

side. 
And, reaching home, upon a garden seat 
A tiny volume I by chance espied. 

Left to await what fortune might betide 
Of rain or tempest, by some idler who, 
Sport more congenial for the nonce denied, 
Had chosen this to while an hour or two 
By listless glancing of its half-cut pages through. 

Upon the title-page I found the name. 
Strange hitherto to my provincial ears. 
Of Reuben Merivale, whose deathless fame 
Shall but grow greener with the lapsing years, 
Watered by streams of fertilizing tears. 
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Nurtured by sunshine of responsive smiles, 
Whose clarion strain his brother pilgrims cheers 
Amid their labours, whose keen wit beguiles 
Their ice-bound hearts to scorn the folly which 
defiles. 

That night I dipped into this golden lore. 
And found a master-spirit, and my heart 
Went forth to this strong man whose own 

brimmed o'er 
With melody, with soul-compelling art, 
New thoughts, new aspirations to impart. 
And, ' Oh !' I sighed, ' how dear a boon it were 
To view with eyes like thine the busy mart, 
To find in all things something rich and rare. 
Light in the darkest gloom, and beauty every- 
where.' 

Still I read on, and still my heart was stirred 
To stranger tumult, such wild dreams as come 
To sleeping armies when the sound is heard 
That heralds battle on the rolling drum. 
Thoughts that lay deep within my spirit, dumb, 
Sprang forth to life — I knew myself at last ; 
No chilling doubts could evermore benumb 
My lifelong purpose : turning from the past. 
Into the heaving world beyond my lot I cast. 

This was no sickly bard of high degree. 
No scoffer at the fortunes of the throng. 
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Holding himself apart disdainfully 
To flood the land with pessimistic song. 
This was a man whose soul was borne along 
Calm, acquiescent on the foaming tide, 
His harp to all the joys and sorrows strung 
Of all ; his voice no brotherhood denied ; 
All beauty reverenced, all tyranny defied. 

Through him we know the voices of the air, 
The rhythmic burden of the restless deep. 
Love's glad refrain, the wailing of despair, 
The songs of them who smile and them who 

weep. 
Visions that come to maidens in their sleep 
Are imaged forth in matchless beauty here ; 
The very heavens from him no secrets keep, 
But whisper golden promise in his ear 
In words whose magic meaning he alone makes 

clear. 

That night I tossed for many a wakeful hour. 
Racked by this bard's intoxicating skill ; 
And when at length I slept, his elfin power 
With haunting melody pursued me still : 
I thought I stood alone upon some hill 
Whence all the world spread open to my 

view, 
And that his voice came up so clear and shrill 
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That down into the plain my steps it drew ; 
And I awoke and found, oh, joy ! the dream was 
true ! 

We met ; we loved. What more ? These words 

contain 
The sum and substance of all human lives ; 
And when the novelist, with teeming brain. 
To pen the fortunes of his hero strives. 
This solitary fact at least survives 
Amid the dust and turmoil that he raises 
Of husbands, lovers, mistresses and wives. 
This thread still guides our footsteps through 

the mazes 
Of murder, lust, intrigue in all their myriad phases. 



Wt tnll tfiti pvns^xi ^ Is^^^B u^nng, trt^s^ant. 



CANTO 11. 

How long I waited thus I cannot tell, 

For time is measured only by events ; 

And in such reveries doth magic dwell 

Which from the dreamer's mind excludes all 

sense 
Of time and space, but yields in recompense 
A vague ecstatic bliss, free from alloy 
Of anxious cares, of brooding discontents. 
And all the arts which spiteful imps employ 
In hours of wakeful woe to vex us and annoy. 

But soon I wakened, wakened to rejoice. 
For presently the drowsy thicket stirred 
Hard by, and then a dear familiar voice, 
Wherein love's melody was plainly heard, 
Breathed softly as we breathe a sacred word 
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My name beside me : * Barbara, my sweet ! 
'Tis I !' then, starting like a timid bird, 
I rose all flushed and tremulous to greet 
My lover, and we met as only lovers meet. 

* Oh, love !' he sighed, ' it must be that I dream ! 
Or have I neared the goal for which I pine ? 
And do I read aright the tender gleam 
Of those dark eyes, confessing you are mine ? 
To-night the stars with triple splendour shine, 
Earth is thrice fairer than in days of yore. 
The veil is rent from Nature's inmost shrine, 
Whence mingled rays of wondrous beauty 
pour, 
And aromatic perfumes never breathed before. 

* I gaze around me, and, behold ! a scene 
Of unsuspected beauty meets mine eyes ; 
Strange thoughts of life and death, which long 

have been 
Mute dwellers round my heart, sudden arise 
To full-grown vigour. With a glad suprise 
I scan once more the old familiar pages 
Of Nature's book, but scarcely recognise 
The problems which have vexed mankind for 

ages. 
Since love's clear vision laughs to scorn the lore 

of sages!' 
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So we were wedded : at his bidding now 
I rendered up my life into his keeping ; 
Against his breast I hid my blushing brow, 
And smiled through blinding tears that would 

be leaping 
To eyes that for excess of joy were weeping. 
So we were wedded — never more for m e 
To feel the chill of lonely sorrow creeping 
About my heart, whose pulses joyously 
Throbbed now against his own in sweet security. 

Ah me ! whatever be its occupation, 
An hour is but an hour, and passes by ; 
And even so it was on this occasion, 
For presently we greeted with a sigh 
The sound of many voices drawing nigh. 
Then there were parting kisses, sweeter still 
Than those we met with — do not ask me why ! 
Then eager words : * Remember !' and ' I will !' 
And I stood there alone beside the moonlit rill. 

And so my dream was ended : now again 

The world of triflers claimed me as its own. 

I was as one who revels in a strain 

Of witching music from a source unknown. 

My fairy visions fudely overthrown 

By harsh, discordant jangling of the strings 

Of untuned viols. Thus we all atone 
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For happiness, frail moths whose feeble wings 
But for a moment beat above the stress of things. 

The wanderers, returning, seemed to be 
Weary and jaded : one had caught a cold. 
And sneezed and grumbled perseveringly ; 
Daphne had found her lover overbold, 
Phyllis had soiled her frock and longed to 

scold 
The clumsy swain who steered her through the 

mire ; 
But as this youth had left his love untold, 
She nursed awhile her disappointed ire, 
Vowing that heaven and earth to vex her did con- 
spire. 

Our boat where we had left her, half aground, 
Was waiting for us in a sheltered nook ; 
But ere I stepped aboard poor Victor found 
His chance at last : with a mysterious look 
He led me by and brought me thus to book : 
* Barbara, wherefore will you scorn me so ? 
My very presence now you will not brook ; 
Could you not even, in pity for my woe, 
One hour of solitude reluctantly forego ? 

* Tell me ! But, ah ! what mean these blushes ? 
Nav, 
Deny them not ! You never blushed for me ! 
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Why do you tremble so ? Why turn away ? 

How strange a thing this solitude must be 

To flood your eyes with tears ! And see ! ah, 

see! 
The fair white rose you wore, as if for shame, 
Is changed to crimson now. Oh, misery ! 
There lies your own, be- trodden, yet the same. 
Tell me ! yes, tell me whence this interloper 

came! 

' You will not answer me ; you turn to go ; 
You say they call us ! Well, it may be well ! 
But on my heart a- heavy load of woe 
Sinks, and a sad voice murmurs like a knell 
" Bid hope adieu, for care with thee must dwell." 
Oh, Barbara ! beloved one ! those deep eyes 
Dark storms of fate in years to come foretell ; 
God grant thee ever in this world of lies 
One arm to champion thee, one friend to sym- 
pathize !' 

He ceased ; he left me standing there alone. 
Yet in my ears his warning accents rung ; 
Still I could hear that soft melodious tone, 
Like the low murmur of the waves among 
Caverns where erst the maids of ocean sung. 
And this was Victor ! this the bashful youth 
Who yesterday with hesitating tongue 
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Poured forth his piteous tale of lovesick ruth, 
While I half scorned his passion, half revered his 
truth ! 

Ah, love ! divine enchanter ! by whose power 
The boldest hearts are softened and subdued, 
Not less in fate's most agonizing hour 
Thy weaker vassals, by thy strength imbued, 
Feel all their vigour suddenly renewed. 
Even so, to-night, the boy of yesterday. 
When his fair dreams like autumn leaves were 

strewed. 
Scorning with futile vows henceforth to pray, 
Stood forth a man revealed and dashed all hope 

away. 

But hark ! they call me : * Come ! — the hour is 

late ; 
The air grows damp and chill. We must be- 
gone. 
See, all are here ; you only we await.' 
One tender farewell glance I bent upon 
That scene, then followed, and the boat moved 

on. 
Deep in the cushioned stern at ease I lay. 
The gurgling waters lulled me with their moan. 
And there was music in the measured sway 
Of creaking oars to charm sad consciousness 
away. 
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* Homeward 'neath the shadows 

Of the summer night, 
Winding through the meadows 
Where the dew is bright, 
Flinging back to heaven every star his light. 

* Homeward we are steering 

Down the wrinkled stream, 
Through the darkness peering 
Pallid faces gleam, 
Like the strange fantastic creatures of a dream. 

' Hark ! the sedges quiver 

Where the evening breeze 
Sweeps across the river, 

Whispers to the trees. 
Tells them all our secrets, all our frailties. 

' Not one ray adorning 

Yet the eastern sky. 
Still we know that morning 

Momently draws nigh. 
That the hours of darkness one by one creep by. 

' So, like children fleeing 

To their mother's breast. 
For awhile agreeing 
That what is, is best. 
Yield we all our being to the joy of rest.' 

2 



1 8 THE LOVE-SONG OF BARBARA. 

So sang one pretty warbler from the bows 
To charm us, her white fingers dreamily 
Trailing the cold swift wave — a voice to rouse 
The nymphs and naiads till they peeped to see 
What sister called, then fled reluctantly, 
Compelled henceforth with grief and shame to 

own 
That even such as they at times may be 
Lured by bewitching strains of mortal tone 
To yield that praise they deemed the right of gods 

alone. 
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CANTO III. 

Dawn kissed me back to joy, for I was young : 
I rose and leaned far out into the air. 
In choral glee the thrush and blackbird sung, 
And all the earth their gladness woke to share. 
The flowers wept to find themselves so fair, 
Their petals diademmed with sparkling dew ; 
New life, new vigour quickened everywhere. 
While overhead the fleecy cloudlets flew 
Like white -winged seraphs speeding up the 
heavenly blue. 

About my neck my loosened tresses fell, 
And mingled with the trailing jessamine 
That strove to win the cornice, loving well 
Along the trellised wall to creep and twine. 
Nor less the blossoms that beneath did shine, 

2—2 
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Violet, lily, honeysuckle, rose, 
Flung up to me a fragrance as divine 
As the soft lotos-laden breath that blows 
O'er fabled regions of perpetual repose. 

When I had drawn into my very soul 
The pure enchantment of that magic hour, 
I turned away, while o'er my being stole 
A throbbing sense of youthfulness and power. 
Just then my glance fell on that guilty flower 
By which poor Victor had been led to find 
The tender secret of the moonlit bower, 
And I recalled his bearing, sad yet kind. 
As if beyond my joy he some deep woe divined. 

My spirit, hovering 'twixt smiles and tears. 
Was vibrant with emotion, and I seemed 
As one just cleaving slumb'rous barriers 
Who ponders o'er the marvels lately dreamed. 
The golden sunlight all about me streamed, 
A welcome symbol of delights to be ; 
As to a captive suddenly redeemed 
All things betoken new activity, 
Even so the world was young and beautiful to me. 

But by-and-by, with vision somewhat dimmed, 
Before a certain picture rapt I stood. 
Whereon, with truth and loving patience limned. 
My long-lost mother's gentle smile I viewed. 
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Upon her brow, even then, methought I could 
Discern the shadow of her bitter fate, 
Yet not a trace of scorn or anger glowed 
In those mild eyes, the twofold crystal gate 
Of that lone city where her spirit lay in wait. 

* Mother,' I mused, ' when thus the artist hand 
Thy fragile beauty did so well portray. 
When thou a newly-wedded wife didst stand 
Before him thus in beautiful array, 

Thou wert as young as she whose heart to-day 

Burns to embrace thee ; thou hadst scarce out- 
grown 

Thy girlhood's dreams, for, look ! the sunbeams 
play 

About a form as slender as my own ; 
Youth lurks in every line, a goddess on her throne. 

* To-day, methinks, my love-illumined glance 
Should read thee truly, yet I search in vain 
The mystic meaning of thy countenance 
For aught of that sweet joy akin to pain 
Which fills my bosom. Could not passion 

stain 
The virgin whiteness of thy purity ? 
Or was it rather that the deathless strain 
Which wakens these responsive chords in me. 
Was by the niggard hand of Fate denied to thee ? 
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' I know not how it was, but this I know : 
That here I look upon a wedded wife, 
At heart a maiden still ; not Alpine snow 
Lies purer, colder. Ah ! the world is rife 
With sorrow and the bitterness of strife. 
And yet no strife, no sorrow equals this ! 
For thou didst drain the bitterness of life, 
Yet knewest not the all-atoning bliss 
Which makes life's darkest hour well purchased 
by one kiss.' 

Thus far had Fancy led my thoughts astray. 
When as across the lawn my gaze I bent, 
A dainty maiden chanced to pass that way. 
Joyous and blithe, and singing as she went 
A song of youth and hope and dear content. 
And I remembered when I saw her there 
How yesternight I'd marked her as she leant 
Dreamily in the bows, and filled the air 
With tuneful rhapsody which banished all our 
care. 

And I was glad to see her coming now. 
(She hears me call, she turns, and so we meet.) 
I kissed her rosy lips and milk-white brow. 
And loved her that she looked so pure and 

sweet. 
And next I brought her to a shaded seat ; 
Oh, we were trusty comrades, she and I ! 
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And there I sat reclining at her feet, 
And through the green leaves gazed into the 
sky, 
While the bright summer hours flew unregarded 

by. 

* Do you remember, Mabel ' (this from me, 
When silence upward to my lips had welled) — 

* Do you remember, dearest friend, how we 

In bygone days our childish griefs have quelled 
By yielding to the random thoughts which 

filled 
Our young imaginations ? You, I know. 
In tales of elfin lore were chiefly skilled. 
And often yet in reverie I go 
Back to those visionary scenes you loved to 

show. 

* To-day methinks I am a child again, 

So near the surface lurk the smiles and tears ; 
And, being but a child, childlike would fain 
Receive the obeisance due to childish years. 
Come, then, instil into my listening ears 
Some quaint conceit of legendary lore. 
Till the sad world around us disappears. 
And, speeding hence, on Fancy's wings we soar, 
To roam in wilderment through Fairyland once 
more,' 
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Then Mabel laughed, and shook her dainty 

head. 
As who should say, ' You jest with me, I know. 
Yet I shall do your bidding.' Swiftly fled 
The waning hours while she in accents low, 
Yet clear and gracious as the rhythmic flow 
Of music or Italian poesy, 

Tricked out her fancies till they seemed to glow 
Into the semblance of reality. 
And in such guise have lingered in my memory. 

* In bygone days, upon a distant shore. 
There dwelt ' (so she began) * a certain king, 
The bravest monarch, all his people swore. 
That ever courtly bard essayed to sing — 
A jovial, fierce, long-bearded, swaggering 
Fellow was he, as in those days kings were ; 
And, what was also no uncommon thing. 
He had an only daughter, wondrous fair. 
To kiss whose taper hand sighed lovers far and 
near. 

' Many compete, but one the trophy wins 
In lady's bower as on listed plain ; 
And so it chanced that, when my tale begins. 
The king had granted to one princely swain 
The prize all other suitors craved in vain. 
From distant shores he comes in pomp and 
pride. 
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A thousand lances glitter in his train, 
And now that he is here to claim his bride 
Glad sounds of revelry awake the country-side. 

* 'Tis night ; about the royal board recline 
The noble guests, and she, in beauty rare 
As ever yet a palace did enshrine, 
Between her sire and future lord, is there. 
But soft ! what sudden music fills the air. 
Of harpstrings lightly trembling into sound ? 
Now let your noisy mirth be hushed ; prepare 
To marvel, for the whispered word goes round 

That this is he whose voice holds every ear spell- 
bound. 

* See, 'tis the bard hath risen ! Strangely sweet 
The melody he utters, clear and strong ; 

The lark that springs aloft in haste to greet 
The lord of day might envy such a song. 
Humble, yet proud, the minstrel stands among 
Prince, peer, and high-born dame ; his kindling 

eye 
Marks but one face amid the dazzling throng, 
And that the fairest. Ah ! what means that 

sigh? 
'Tis done ; the voice is mute, the pealing echoes 

die. 

* Yes, it was ended ! hushed that mystic strain 
Whose deep, sad meaning all save one alone 
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Of those rapt hearers strove to pierce in vain. 
To them it seemed a dialect unknown ; 
But she who sat beside the kingly throne. 
On whom the minstrel's awful gaze was bent, 
She heard aright. As beauty carved in stone 
Her lovely face and figure towards him leant, 
And when he ceased she bowed and murmured 
low, " Contents 

* The night grows on ; the feasters are at rest. 
Hushed all their shouts of boisterous revelry. 
The sleeping prince to-morrow shall be blest 
With that fair hand ; and sure his dreams must 

be 
Of happy love and sweet futurity. 
But look ! what form is that, robed all in 

white. 
So shyly stealing down yon marble stair ? 
The fountain plashes in the cold moonlight, 
And yet, methinkg, the sentinel must hear 
The sound of falling footsteps in the courtyard 

there. 

* But no ! he sleeps, or hears not ; she hath stept 
Into the silent night. Her ears are ringing 
With those wild words of magic power, which 

leapt, 
A dreadful summons of enchantment bringing, 
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To vex her heart the while that sage was 
singing. 

Whither she wends, or wherefore, naught she 
heeds, 

But feels an inward force her footsteps winging; 

Passive she follows on where'er it leads, 
Through dark mysterious glens, o'er dew -be- 
spangled meads. 

' Onward, still on, beneath the purple night. 
Through bush and briar and tanglewood she 

goes. 
Till pale as amber breaks the first dim light 
And the gray dawn, that reddens as it grows, 
Mocks the translucent petals of the rose. 
But yet she stays not ; some relentless will 
Forbids her drooping limbs their due repose 
On this her bridal day ; o'er vale and hill 
Through the long scorching hours she hastens 
forward still. 

* But when the evening breeze had come to 

teach 
The stubborn boughs to move rebelliously. 
She saw a mighty forest that did reach 
From north to south as far as eye could see ; 
There all was dark and sombre : drearily 
The branches creaked and swayed, a dismal 

moan 
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Sighed ever through the chill, damp air, but she 
Entered those gloomy shadows all alone, 
Her pale face quite unmoved and passionless as 
stone. 

* This wood in days of yore had been enchanted, 
And strange the tales whereby its fame had 

spread : 
That by sad wailing spirits it was haunted. 
Of perished maidens, who, when daylight fled, 
Were wont to fill the place with sounds of 

dread. 
Certain it was that damsels young and fair 
Did often pass that way, of whom 'twas said, 
That never one of all who entered there 
Came forth again to breathe the pleasant outer 

air. 

* So through the sylvan twilight strayed she on. 
While ever darker, denser grew the way. 
Since even at noontide scarce the blazing sun 
Can pierce that verdant screen with his bright 

ray. 
Now, when the open sky is dull and gray. 
The forest shade grows black as raven's plume, 
Yet still the weary maiden must not stay : 
With blistered feet still threads the angry gloom. 
Like one who leaps in trance to meet some name- 
less doom. 
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' Deaf to the horrors of that fearful place, 
Blind to the shadows flitting through the air, 
She comes at last into an open space 
Deep-set within the leafy forest lair. 
And now her eyes forego that steadfast stare. 
She sighs, and wakes, and shudders : for she 

sees 
A stagnant pool that glimmers darkly there, 
A wind-swept sky above, and by degrees 
The gnarled roots and boughs of all those watchful 

trees. 

* But hark ! what sound is that ? Was it the 

cry 
Of some lone spirit deep within the wood ? 
Nearer it comes, and now it rushes by ; 
The maiden shrinks with treble fear imbued, 
And moves a pace or two from where she 

stood. 
No breath of heaven fans her pallid brow, 
And yet the trees, as if in fearful mood. 
Tremble in all their mighty limbs, and bow 
Beneath some awful spell they feel upon them 

now. 

' She shrinks with dread that will not be denied, 
Shuts fast her eyes in terror and affright ; 
But when she looks again they open wide 
Before a grim and awe-compelling sight : 
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There, where the black pool shines with wizard 

light, 

Between the margin and the shuddering trees, 
Starts out the semblance of a mail-clad knight, 
Whose figure waxing plainer by degrees, 
Each lurid lineament at last the lady sees, 

' Sudden a voice fell on the startled air : 
"Come hither, maiden !" And the maiden came. 
Breathing to all her gods a secret prayer. 
And then the being spake to her by name. 
And told her things which filled her breast with 

shame : 
" Rash child," he said ; " since thou hast sought 

this place. 
From those pure lips of thine a kiss I claim ; 
All such, who dare to look me in the face, 
Must stoop to purchase life or death in my em- 
brace. 

* " All this is strange and full of mystery, 
Yet hearken, fair princess, to what I tell. 
For every word brings life or death to thee : 
This wood, and I the knight that here do dwell. 
Are overshadowed by an ancient spell ; 
No maid that looks on me but I must press 
Her lips to mine, and if I can compel 
The virgin soul to love by my caress 
She dies, but I live on the scourge of loveliness. 
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But if I yield to love, as yield I may, 
My heart, wherein no passion can abide, 
That moment breaks, and I shall pass away. 
Nor aught remain to tell that here I died." 
Thus far the knight. No word the maid replied, 
But when he ceased she raised her head to view 
This dark mysterious being at her side, 
And met two gleaming eyes that pierced her 

through. 
And, trembling with dismay, one lingering breath 

she drew. 

* His voice was full of Nature's wizardry. 
Like autumn-song of wind among the pines. 
Spring's promise linked with pain deliciously. 
And passion of the hour when day declines. 
'Twas like an echo from the dim confines 

Of thought, a rapture of supreme devotion. 
An incense wafted from the secret shrines 
Of memory, a love-compelling potion, 
A sea-shell's threnody of yearning toward the 
ocean. 

* Just as a serpent fasteneth on his prey, 
Look, now he holds the panting maiden fast ! 
She struggles, but she cannot break away. 
And so she yields herself perforce at last. 
And now their lips have met ; and swift there 

passed 
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Through every nerve a strange electric thrill ; 
Can this be love ? Ah, no ! the die is cast : 
Though he hath bowed her body to his will, 
Her virgin heart, she knows, remains unconquered 
still. 

* And, see, he yields ! he staggers from her side ! 
His eyes are blind with love and reverence. 
The victory to thee, thou cheated bride ! 
Even now the phantom soul is speeding hence, 
Defeated by thy stern young innocence. 
" Farewell !" he sighs, and thrice that tender 

word 
Re-echoes through the forest deep and dense. 
Once more that rushing sound afar is heard ; 
Once more the listening trees through all their 

limbs are stirred. 

' And now at last the heavy-eyed princess 
Sinks to the earth, and in an instant Sleep 
Is wedded to his true-love Weariness, 
Whose maiden pride till now had power to 

keep 
The wistful god afar. We may not creep 
Into a lady's dreams, for that were base ; 
But haply, while she breathed in slumber deep, 
She saw the end of that most strange embrace, 
And all the phantasies which filled that fearful 
place. 
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* My story lags ; but now the end is here : 
Never again within the forest shade 
The knight was seen ; so folks forgot their fear, 
And where those ghostly habitants had strayed 
Ofttimes the merry children laughed and played. 
Yet from that night within the tender eyes 
Of her who knew the secret of the glade, 
There gleamed a far-off look of still surprise, 
And all who knew her marvelled, she had grown 
so wise.' 
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CANTO IV. 

* London at last ! the great world beckoned 

me, 
And I have come ; the strong heart of mankind 
Beats here in rhythmic pause and systole ; 
This is the polar circle of the mind ; 
Here ebbs and flows the vital wave designed 
To feed the nations ; this dun atmosphere 
Inspires me with high thoughts I could not 

find 
Among the country breezes ; they are dear 
Henceforth to memory : the future points me 

here.' 

While thus my fond heart triumphed in its pride 

I heard without the thunder of the town, 

The midnight watch was waning. By my side 
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My Ibve lay fast asleep ; a soft light thrown 
From where the lamp swung overhead beat 

down 
Upon his quiet features as he lay. 
'And well/ methought, 'dear head! a golden 

crown 
Would grace thee, yet thy poet's wreath of bay 
Is worthier to win, nor sooner shall decay.' 

I slept. The morning came. The sun was 

bright. \ 
My love and I strayed through a wilderness 
Of living atoms. All that met my sight 
Was new and strange ; the shadowy forms that 

press 
Upon my memory I cannot dress 
In living semblance now, they live no more. 
London is London ever, I confess, 
The city where we dwelt in days of yore 
Was built by Cupid's art on Love's aerial floor. 

Pictures, and palaces, and painted halls 
Silent amid the rush of human sound. 
Fountains where all day long the water falls 
With a still murmur tinkling to the ground. 
And princely parks where lovely dames abound, 
And champing steeds, and sober courtesy ; 
All these were there, and in the midst I found 

3—2 
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What most of all pervades my memory — 
A river bearing on tall ships to the great sea. 

And might this be the murky Thames ? — Ah, no ! 
Naught foul or loathsome marred the limpid 

stream 
Whose tranquil wave I saw serenely flow 
Through this fair city of my love's young dream. 
This river had a human soul, I deem : 
Sorrow and gladness wrinkled it in turn — 
Now like a face with sunny smiles agleam, 
Now marching on in silence deep and stern, 
Like one whose watchful eyes the springs of life 

discern. 

And then the streets ! the faces young and old ! 
The eyes, the human spirits flashing on 
To challenge mine with glances meek or bold ! 
One moment here ; another, they are gone. 
Swept back again into the deep unknown ! 
Eternity, perchance, our fates divides, 
Yet in such lightning glimpses I have won 
Friendships whereof the memory abides. 
For need of words is not when soul in soul 
confides. 

Day after day my love and I explored 
The wonder-world that opened to our ken, 
Night after night my memory was stored 
With wizard scenes that mock my creeping pen. 
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And yet, I know not how it was, or when. 
But, by degrees the airy fabric faded ; 
Once more we dwelt among the haunts of men. 
Reality our cloud-built home invaded. 
And only London fogs our light of reason shaded. 



Yet even London fogs grow dear in time 
(The real is your only true romance. 
And though I choose to tell my tale in rhyme 
The claims of prose 'twere easy to advance). 
'Tis love who thus our captive souls enchants 
And sets us for an hour in Paradise ; 
But those to whom a longer spell he grants 
Forget the path of human destinies, 
And stumble evermore through gazing at the 
skies. 

So we alit on earthly shores again. 
And Love himself came with us hand in hand, 
And bade us dwell content upon the plain, 
Yet own the distant mountain-ranges grand. 
* All you,' he said, * who burn to understand 
The mysteries that shadow human fate, 
Toil on in this your spirit's native land. 
For wisdom comes to all who work and wait. 
But he who seeks too early finds the goal too 
late.' 
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Ah me ! but life was sweet in those young 

days, 
And yet their charm evades me as I write ! 
Backward along the path of years FU gaze 
To pierce with straining eyes the misty light, 
And paint the vanished scenes that come to 

sight. 
Reader, for you FU act them o'er again, 
Though all their joys are dead and buried 

quite. 
I can but summon up the ghosts of pain 
To walk in pleasure's garb the chambers of my 

brain. 

The room wherein we chiefly loved to sit 
Revealed a poet's wayward fantasy. 
By shaded lamps of strange device 'twas lit. 
And hung with Oriental drapery. 
Here might be seen a goodly company : 
Pale Dante Alighieri's godlike frown. 
And Homer, strong and tameless as the sea, 
Boccaccio, Petrarca with his crown. 
And our imperial Shakespeare smiling grandly 
down. 

This room was love's most consecrated spot, 
Its very walls, obedient to our will, 
Sheltered us duly yet confined us not. 
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Being pierced with windows fashioned with 

such skill 
That gazing through them we might take our 

fill 
Of all the scenes we loved in earth and sky. 
(The world is subject to enchantment still, 
Art waves her wand, and as she passes by 
The city blossoms like a field in Arcady !) 

No wealth was ours but wealth of reverence 
For all things beautiful ; yet beauty grew 
About us, gathered in I know not whence, 
As if the poet's heart-strings towards him drew 
All that embodied noble thoughts and true. 
Changing the common dross of earth to gold, 
Its weeds to blossoms of delightful hue, 
Whose buds, I think, when skies were dark and 
cold, 
A smile of his would cheat their petals to unfold. 

Here Reuben laboured at the art he loved. 
Moulded and wrought the creatures of his brain. 
And into those which God and he approved 
Breathed fire immortal ; others, with disdain 
Decreed unworthy, night engulfed again ; 
Poor unclaimed bodies, in sad nakedness 
Condemned to haunt the outer shades in vain, 
Until some weaker bard, aspiring less. 
Should rouse them for awhile to life by his caress. 
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Here too we often sate at eventide 

Musing upon the busy street below 

In speechless eloquence ; here, side by side, 

We watched the swarming myriads come and 

go, 
And pitied some whose eyes were full of woe, 

And hated some whose looks were dark and 

stern. 
And marvelled much at all ; the ceaseless flow 
Brought every shade of human life in turn, 
And on each brow we strove its secret to discern. 

Sometimes the dark Italian, pausing there. 
Stood cap in hand with pearly-beaming smile, 
His swarthy spouse (unmindful of the stare 
Of great-eyed lads and lasses) all the while 
Drowning the din with melody most vile. 
To me, henceforth, such tumult is as dear 
As to those hungry hearts its notes beguile, 
For in each crashing peal that smites my ear 
The sweet sad symphony of joys foregone I 
hear. 

But, best of all, I mind me of the day 

When first I learned wherein the greatness lies 

Of this dear England : I had dreamed away 

An hour or so, and, opening my eyes. 

Saw Reuben's empty chair ; the woeful cries 

Of some shrill hawker echoed down the street, 
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All else was hushed beneath the sullen skies 
Except a distant murmur, vaguely sweet, 
Which only served to make the stillness more 
complete. 

This murmur grew in volume by degrees, 
Dawning upon my half-awakened mind 
As Aphrodite flamed up from the seas, 
Gathering shape and semblance well-defined 
From unsubstantial foam. Three sounds com- 
bined 
Were here, to wit, the voices of a crowd, 
Gentle and harsh according to their kind. 
The blare of music, which at least was loud. 
And tramp of myriad feet, grandest of all I vowed. 

I looked out of the window and I saw — 
Ah me ! — I saw the world — the universe 
Of human life, and the mysterious law 
Which overrides it ; saw the ancient curse 
Of death and famine, better things and worse 
Than I had dreamed of; saw the consummation 
Of good and evil ; saw the God that stirs 
Within us, and the devil ; saw the nation ; 
Or, in plain words, beheld a Hyde Park Demon- 
stration. 

With flimsy banners flaunting at the sky. 
Shouldered by sallow striplings, on they came. 
Betraying consciousness of dignity 
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Not unalloyed by smothered pangs of shame. 
In every eye there glowed a hungry flame 
Of love or hatred, every brow was set 
Towards one far goal, one madly-cherished aim, 
Gazing whereon, poor fools \ they might forget 
The illimitable waste which lay beyond them yet; 

All types were there : the toilworn artisan. 
Grim, gaunt, ascetic, narrow-browed, austere, 
Radical, Atheist, Republican, 
Holding all remedies but tried ones dear. 
And the poor pawns of partisanship, mere 
Limp -jointed marionettes, and scarce more 

wise. 
Those nobler fools who think the dawn is near 
When this gray world shall rub her rheumy 
eyes. 
To waken young and fair, and lo — a Paradise ! 

The boi^d which knit their hearts I could not 

see. 
Nor whether what they craved were false or 

true. 
The legend on their battle- scrolls might be 
A tax too many, or a law too few. 
Nothing of such things in those days I knew, 
And less recked of them ; but when gazing here 
This mighty pageant burst upon my view. 
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Britannia seemed her haughty crest to rear, 
Crowned with the liberty her sons have held so 
dear. 

Amid such sights and sounds our days were 

spent 
In sweet communion ; neither did we fail 
To mingle with the life that came and went 
About our doors ; not ours indeed to scale 
The slippery steeps of Fashion, or assail 
Those halls which liveried myrmidons protect ; 
And yet, if wit or genius aught avail. 
Or brimming flow of godlike intellect. 
Our social rank was high, our company select. 

For Reuben's great, warm heart had need of 

friends 
Like to himself, and he was born to sway 
Love's kindly sceptre to such noble ends 
As deeply cherished in his bosom lay. 
Quickening there to win the light of day. 
Therefore to him came many, young and old. 
But chiefly young, alas ! for, sad to say, 
Truth shineth not so fair to age as gold. 
And Wisdom still to babes her beauty doth unfold. 

And some had wealth, but most were poor as 

we. 
And some were learned, others, coarsely bred. 
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Had but their souls* dim lamps whereby to see, 
Yet striving onward with unflinching tread 
To Beauty's inner shrine were darkly led. 
Some few we spake with whose eternal fame 
Shall match the beacons of the undying dead, 
And some — none nobler at our bidding came — 
Were women, young and fair, with eyes and 
hearts aflame. 

But rich and poor, silver and golden-haired, 
With all their infinite diversity 
Of passion, intellect, religion, shared 
One sovereign boon, one golden master-key 
To all the radiant gems of mystery 
Locked in the house of Truth ; for every one 
Had ears to hear, and eyes wherewith to see. 
And, oh ! most precious gift beneath the sun, 
Strong hands to do the work ordained them to be 
done ! 

Such was our life. And if to thee it seem 
Vague, visionary, unsubstantial, know 
That thou thyself inhabitest a dream 
Wherein the better things of life do flow 
For ever from thee. It is even so ; 
For in such aspirations brave and high 
As this my story travaileth to show. 
Wisdom reveals the perilous wings whereby 
The soul of man essays to touch Reality. 
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CANTO V. 

And so the winter came, ordained to be 
The last fair summer of our heart's delight, 
Which had we known, alas ! how grudgingly 
We should have watched those ruthless hours 

take flight, 
Mourning a night all day, a day all night ! 
But Fate, beguiling us to think her kind, 
Did veil the gulf which yawned for us from 

sight, 
While we, unwitting that our eyes were blind. 
Followed her siren song with unsuspecting mind. 

At last one stormy night we sate together, 
I with my head reclining on his knee. 
And — whether it was merely chance, or 
whether 



46 THE LO VE^SONG OF BARBARA, 

His heart foretold the thing that was to be, 
I know not, but — he read those lines to me 
By which the stern Florentine witness bears 
How bitter are the pangs of poverty, 
How steep the haughty patron's marble stairs. 
How, salt as blood, the bread no sweet companion 
shares. 

Just then the postman's knock was heard 

below, 
And then came silence for a little space. 
A servant brought the letter. Leaning so. 
Above me, while he read it all his face 
Was in the firelight, yet I saw no trace 
Of anger there, or even of surprise. 
He read it through, then stooped to my 

embrace 
And kissed my lips and hair and kissed my 

eyes, 
And read it through again between two smothered 

sighs. 

The evening passed in converse high and sweet, 
Till by-and-by within his arms I lay, 
And while the tempest howled along the street 
Wooed happy dreams to light us on our way, 
Through sleep's dark channel, to the sunlit 

bay 
Of glad to-morrow. But for us, ah me ! 
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That morrow, when it dawned, was dim and 
gray, 

And life's horizon, far as eye could see, 
Rolled in thick vapour shrouds of drear perplexity. 



For while Sleep leant above me, and I seemed 

To feel his kiss already on my brow. 

Came Sorrow, with reproachful eyes that 

dreamed 
Of secret things, and said, ' Go hence ! for thou 
Art banished ; I will watch beside them now.' 
Then Sleep arose and spread his wings for 

flight, 
And Sorrow, in my love's voice, told me how 
Fortune had sent a herald forth that night, 
Bidding us render up our palace of delight. 

Henceforth no longer, in security. 
My love must look to dedicate his days 
To service of celestial poesy. 
And, careless of the world's rebuke or praise. 
Before that shrine his deathless paeans raise. 
For we were ruined. All our little store 
Of wealth had perished in the pitiless blaze 
Of human greed, which seemed even now to 
roar 
Around us in the gale, still clamouring for more. 
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* Alas !' — my love repined — ' and must I bow 
Before the earth-god with his brazen feet. 
Or ply the supercilious worldlings now, 
Like one that sings for coppers in the street ? 
My love recalls how I have held it meet 

That Art, with steadfast purpose, should 

proclaim 
Truth only, seemed the burden harsh or sweet 
To the light crowd ; for it has been my aim 
To win without reproach the citadel of fame. 

* And this (while yet of sustenance assured) 
Did well content me, and I could indeed 
Have compassed hardihood to have endured 
Without repining, almost without heed, 

To follow Art, even though her steps did lead 
Through the dark valley of desolation, where 
Her passionate pilgrims toil and faint and 

bleed. 
All this, alone, it had been mine to dare, 
For Art wins life by death, triumphant in despair. 

* But for your sake I tremble : you have turned 
My valour to dismay ; for Art is dear. 

But Love is dearest. So, when I discerned 
The purport of that letter, all my fear 
Sighed your sweet name at once into my ear, 
And if I did not speak, it was that I 
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Would hide my sorrow till I told it here ; 
Would feign, while still one little hour crept by, 
That no grim cloud usurped the splendour of the 
sky. 

' And so, farewell ambition ! and farewell 
The harvest field of beauty ! Love remains : 
Beneath his brooding pinions we will dwell. 
Counting the woes delights, the losses gains, 
Whereby we learn how God-like still he reigns ; 
And you, forgive me, sweet, that now I shall 
(The din and turmoil conquering my strains) 
Unheard, unlaurelled, unlamented fall, 
Cheating your love and truth of due memorial.* 

He paused, and when I heard him sigh, a flood 
Of pity and shame w^elled up into mine eyes. 
Pity that sorrow in his heart abode 
For my sake, and remorse because the sighs. 
Wrung from his breast, had wakened no 

surprise 
When first he read that letter. And I swore 
The craft he loved he still should exercise 
With steadfast aim, unswerving as of yore. 
Or I at least would live to trammel him no more. 

* You were a poet when I fled with you, 
Alas ! the trade was never lucrative ! 
And whether you were rich or poor I knew 

4 
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As little as I cared. Will you deprive 
The world of what was given you to give, 
To pay a debt to Love, which is not due. 
Which Love indeed, may not accept and live ? 
Nay, dearest ! to your calling still be true, 
The rainbow gold of fame and beauty still 
pursue.* 

Brave words forsooth ! And with what eager 

joy 
He kissed me for them. Come what might, he 

said. 
No freak of envious Fortune should annoy 
Our hearts with Love's bright armour panoplied. 
Henceforth all care was banished; we would 

tread 
The path of life serenely, hand in hand : 
The world should learn by us, alive or dead. 
How, like a god the human will doth stand 
To win through life and death its ultimate 

demand. 

Even so he loved, even so he trusted me ! 
He was a seer, and could read the soul ; 
And yet how nobly he misjudged will be 
Most manifest when I lay bare the whole 
Of my base weakness, like an open scroll. 
Thus poets gp astray, as it should seem. 
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Because, impatient to achieve the goal 
Of perfect love which consecrates their dream, 
Some woman, frail as fair, a goddess they 
esteem. 

So till the morning Sorrow fled away. 
And even then returned as one in doubt 
Of welcome. For a little space we lay 
Silent : his strong arms girded me about, 
While at my lips he slaked the deathless 

drought 
Of Love, who claimed this hour to be his own. 
The night was far advanced, and shrill without 
The tempest raved, and plaintively did moan ; 
Love whispered, * Have no fear ! I watch, and 

I alone !* 
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CANTO VI. 

The spring is here : the cowslips are in bloom, 
But we, whose fortunes claim your friendly 

heed, 
Pursue a pathway merging into gloom. 
And you, whose hearts for alien woes can 

bleed, 
Pause ere you follow where our footsteps lead. 
Lest grief be all the guerdon we confer. 
Yet for my warning, after all, what need ? 
If Pity wake within you, welcome her — 
Pity's her own reward, her own sweet comforter. 

I told you how our home was swept away, 
Being founded on the mire of usury. 
The task were sore to tell how from that day 
All hopes were crushed, till at each nightfall we 



THE LOVE-SONG OF BARBARA. 53 

Doubted what dagger-thrust of fate might be 
The scornful salutation of the morrow, 
Which, none the less, my love rebelliously 
Repaid with equal scorn, and still would 
borrow 
New strength to trample down the python coils of 
Sorrow. 

His laughter, frank and frequent as before, 
Like sunshine chased my lurking fears away. 
And if our friends were fewer by a score. 
Each one of those remaining, he would say. 
Tenfold sufficed such losses to repay ; 
And if our fare was meagre, still he'd find 
Some jest to make my woeful visage gay. 
To all mischances resolutely blind. 
Gentle and brave he stood, nor faltered nor 
repined. 

Faltered ? Ah, no ! Nor for himself had care ! 
But once at midnight, when he deemed I slept, 
I learned how, unacknowledged, fell Despair, 
Snakelike, by soft and slow degrees had crept 
Into the sanctuary ; for he wept. 
Leaning above me, till upon my face 
His hot tears mingled with my own. I leapt 
From that feigned slumber then to his embrace. 
And Sorrow by-and-by to Love once more gave 
place. 
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Not in soft dreams of apathetic woe 
Did he to providence our lot resign ; 
Not his the heart to yield, without one blow 
For life and love, his happiness and mine — 
To sit with folded hands to carp and whine 
At fate and fortune, and neglected worth. 
Early and late he strove : come rain or shine, 
Day after day, east, west and south and north, 
Seeking the meanest toil, my poet wandered forth. 

And when his wearied limbs had dragged him 

home, 
What burning thoughts urged yet the busy 

brain ! 
Which he must cope with now and overcome 
Ere the bent bow had respite from the strain 
Of joyless labour and diurnal pain. 
For he who once has plighted troth with Art, 
Steadfast through every chance must still 

remain. 
Or perish with the agonizing smart 
Of bootless aspiration ravening at his heart. 

'Tis hard to sing of joy when joy is dead, 
Of faith when bitter doubt usurps the breast, 
Of hope when every gleam of light is fled. 
Of peace when anguish bids adieu to rest ; 
But harder still to stifle one behest 
Of voiceless passion, craving utterance. 



THE LOVE-SONG OF BARBARA. 55 

Or while, in darkness cabined and repressed, 
One heaven-born thought to compass freedom 
pants, » 

For genius to withhold its nursling's heritance. 

And so in darkness and the land of sighs 
He tuned his harp to rapture born of yore 
When the world brightened to our love-lit eyes, 
Revealing beauties, undiscerned before, 
Deep-set within the palpitating core 
Of nature, life, peace, passion, joy and pain. 
Beauties, which once beheld, shine evermore 
On love's transcendent vision, golden grain 
Winnowed by time and fate, but never stored in 
vain. 

Hard was the fight, and bitter to be borne. 

But in the end full well I trow that he 

Must have achieved the goal he sought, and 

worn 
The crown of song in due supremacy. 
But I, even I, for whose dear sake, ah me ! 
His soul to that supremacy aspired. 
Thrusting it by in heartless mockery. 
Quenched the clear flame of hope which passion 

fired. 
Till the strong pinions drooped, the broken wave 

retired ; 
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Retired — but left a treasure on the beach, 

The priceless gift of genius, to remain 

So long as human life has human speech 

In token of one life not lived in vain. 

One wave the winds could thwart but not restrain. 

So much at least is certain : now to tell 

What but to think on wrings my soul with 

pain — 
How, by some jugglery of imps in hell, 
I harmed him most, who loved him, whom he 

loved so well. 

One morning when the sun was bright, the air 
Fraught with the poignant subtlety of spring, 
I harboured thoughts too desperate to care 
What glimpse of Paradise the day might bring, 
With guerdon of blue sky embellishing 
The tarnished robes of London. Reuben's eyes 
Grew haggard daily, yet — I heard him sing 
In the next room like one who fate defies. 
Whereat my smothered rage to frenzy did arise. 

My soul was black with hatred. Soon he came, 
And, bending o'er me, looked into my face, 
Pallid yet smiling, with intent to claim, 
Ere he set out for work, one last embrace. 
I thrust him from me ! Madness grows apace, 
Once entertained ; I laughed with scornful 
glee. 
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Life is too brief to blot the foul disgrace 
Of what came after : hell had mastery, 
And words like poisoned arrows lay at hand for 
me. 

Hatred is cruel, but the scourge that stings 
With keenest anguish, most embittered throes. 
Is wielded by Love's hand, when passion flings 
Pity aside — the hand of one who knows 
Too surely where to plant the telling blows. 
So, half exulting, more than half dismayed, 
I strove to wound him, while my bosom froze, 
Because to all my merciless tirade 
He answered not one word, nor any scoff gain- 
said. 

But still I mocked him, greedily the while 
Marking how from his steadfast eyes the 

flame 
Of hope died slowly, from his lips the smile 
Vanished ; whereat with sudden grief and 

shame 
Stricken, I would have died there to reclaim 
Those bitter taunts, but, spurning Love's behest, 
The avalanche reeled onward still the same ; 
The Furies, once evoked, would grant no rest 
Till every shaft they forged me rankled in his 

breast. 
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I could not stem the torrent, being so — 
By vile contending passions — racked and torn, 
But trampled shame and penitential woe 
And welcomed Pride, who whispered, ' Where- 
fore mourn ? 
See, all his boasted love yield place to scorn ! 
Wouldst thou be chidden like a fretful child 
By one whose folly makes thy lot forlorn ? 
Art thou so fond, so easily beguiled, 
To grievous penury so tamely reconciled V 

At last the flames were sated : one by one 
They flickered into darkness and were lost. 
The silly play was out, the Furies flown, 
And I, but now so big, so passion-tossed, 
Shrivelled to shame and silence like a ghost 
When morning tolls it back to Erebus. 
With agony I turned to count the cost 
Of that brief madness, and while musing thus, 
It seemed that years had fled since peace abode 
with us. 

I languished towards him where he stood so 

pale, 
I hungered for one word of condemnation ; 
It came not ; and I longed without avail 
To drain the lees of self-humiliation. 
I could not speak for all my tribulation, 
I dared not even bend to kiss his feet, 
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But cowered there in voiceless desperation, 
While through the window, wafted by the 
sweet 
Breath of the dawn, arose the murmur of the 
street. 

My eyes fell, and I waited for his voice, 
Which I was not to hear. Ah ! woe is me ! 
The door shuts ! He is gone ! Shall I rejoice ? 
Nay, for I dared not even glance to see 
Whether he looked with scorn, or pitifully 
Upon me ere he went. ' Ah, Love V I moan, 
' And art thou vanished ? I will follow thee, 
I cannot linger out the day alone ; 
I shall go mad ere night : I must — I must atone !' 

In fevered haste I snatch my bonnet ; then 
With palsied limbs and eyes that overflow 
I stagger to the door — ah, futile pen ! 
Why haltest thou ? Thine is the task to show 
What anguish racked me as I turned to go. 
Thou canst not ? Nay, in bitter sooth I think 
This theme would mock thy skill, oh pen ! 

although. 
To serve thee in the stead of common ink, 
I gave thee widows' tears mingled with blood to 

drink. 
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CANTO VII. 

The balmy air breathed on my throbbing brow. 
The sunlight looked me kindly in the face ; 
I heeded not at all. Bewildered now, 
I turn to left and right in piteous case. 
Whither, ah, whither ! is he gone ? the place 
Was empty, but far off I caught the roar 
Of myriad wheels ; that way in headlong chase, 
Or headlong flight, my grief and frenzy bore 
My passive limbs as they had never sped before. 

My feet were lightning-shod ; yet seemed they 

slow. 
I urged them faster, faster — but in vain ! 
For let the whistling breeze behind her blow 
Till the tense cordage grumbles at the strain, 
Not, therefore, shall the good ship speedier gain 
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Safe anchorage while at the tiller sits 
Rapt Folly blindly blinking at the main, 
Reckless of shoals and breakers, all his wits 
The sport of wayward winds and wanton waves 
by fits. 

Wistfully eyeing all I chanced to meet, 
With bootless travail onward still I pressed, 
Threading the turbulence of many a street. 
Quite aimless now, but scourged away from rest 
By the keen throes which rankled in my breast. 
In truth I was half dreaming : Nature wore 
An aspect weird, significant, unblest, 
As though my spirit dimly viewed once more 
Some fatal scene enacted centuries before. 

Mile after mile I wandered through the town. 
Whither I did not know, I did not care. 
Till when the noon was past I sate me down 
Within the Park ; the enervating air 
Of love- cloyed April dallied with my hair, 
And I remember that I marvelled how 
My spent and jaded limbs had brought me there. 
But even frenzy could no more endow 
My feet with fortitude, and I would rest them now. 

Would rest them for a little space, and turn 
To muse upon the heaviness within. 
Would, strive with painful diligence to learn 
The meaning of it all, would seek to win 
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Some grace whereby to purge my deadly sin 
Against Love's golden decalogue ; for I, 
Amid the dire confusion and the din 
Of reason's vanquishment, soul's anarchy, 
Had but perceived the voice which counselled me 
to fly. 

I thought of Reuben at his cheerless toil, 
Rehearsing (as it were some dismal song) 
How, like a raving harlot in a broil. 
With peevish malice and rebellious tongue 
The woman that he loved had done him wrong. 
I moaned to think I had not dared to meet 
His parting glance, for oh ! the day was long ; 
And who could tell but ere we next should meet 
Scorn might have conquered Love and crushed it 
at his feet ! 

Now whilst I sat in heaviness and pain 
The air with mirthful gladness did resound ; 
The sparrows chirruped, fluttering amain, 
The waters rippled with a pleasant sound, 
Stirred by the sportive mallard ; from the ground 
The daisies peeped out here and there, as though, 
Since merriment in all but me was found. 
Their eyes were wide with wonder at my woe ; 
And every budding branch moved softly to and 
fro. 
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All things conspired to woo me to forget 
The living sea which hemmed me in : I heard 
With inattentive ears its fume and fret, 
Half dreaming still ; but presently appeared 
A sight which quickened every sense, and 

stirred 
Strange deeps within (as tombs yield up their 

prey, 
Ransacked and riven by some trenchant word) 
For, looking up, not very far away, 
In sunshine steeped, I saw two little girls at play. 

And thereupon, I know not how or why. 

The icy grip that froze my heart within 

Was loosened, and the tears welled silently — 

The blessed tears that washed away my sin. 

And left me calm and quiet, breathing in 

A wealth of tremulous tranquillity ! 

And now my fears were vanquished ; I should 

win 
His pardon with meek service by-and-by. 
And Love resume his throne in scatheless empery. 

And whilst I marked them, smiling through my 
tears, 

Those maidens brought me back my maiden- 
hood. 

And whirled me softly through a cloud of years 

Till in a garden far away I stood. 
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And lo ! the earth was only glad and good. 
And I was playing with my Mabel there, 
My little girl-companion, and I strewed 
Kingcups and daisies in her sun-bright hair, 
And watched her winsome ways with half-mater- 
nal care. 

And then — ah, then ! — ^what angel sends me this? 
Oh, boon too redolent of heaven to stay ! 
Transient beatitude, ethereal bliss, 
Grudgingly granted, rudely snatched away ! 
Do I mistake ? or have I viewed to-day 
Her very eyes, with life and death adream ? 
And did they kindle with one searching ray 
The oblivious vista of the past, and stream 
Into the coming years, ere daylight quenched their 
gleam ? 

Was it my mother ? Was it but a show ? 
Ere I had time to reason she was gone, 
And with her all the vision ; yet, I trow, 
In that swift moment I had looked upon 
My past hours and my future — every one. 
But when she fled the impenetrable veil 
Of mystery and time was darkly drawn. 
Which but grows longer when weak mortals 

hale. 
And whilst I mused came sleep, all questioning to 

curtail. 
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How long I slumbered profits not, but when 
I woke the air grew chill ; I rubbed my eyes ; 
"Tis late/ methought, ''tis growing late/ and 

then, 
Thinking of home, I heaved a brace of sighs. 
And, eager for the journey, strove to rise. 
But Nature, fuming with revengeful spleen, 
Smote me at once with terror and surprise. 
For my limbs failed beneath me ; I had been 
Fasting all day, and racked with triple toil and 

teen. 

No less, for lack of pelf, I must return 
Afoot, remembering which, my bosom glowed 
With melancholy zeal. Should I not earn. 
By everj^ penitential step I trod, 
Guerdon of respite from the grinding load 
Of self-contempt, easing my soul from pain 
By bodily anguish ? Now the toilsome road 
No whit appals me ; speeding thence amain, 
I vow to rest no more till I the goal attain. 

Along the winding walk I sped, and came 
To where the wheels of Fortune idly spin. 
There many a languid supercilious dame, 
Weary of vice too mean to pass for sin, 
Lolled by in cushioned ease ; the vacuous grin 
Of sheer soul-starved negation met my gaze 
On every side, for now I stood within 

5 
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The very bourne of Fashion's maddening maze, 
The sun that gilds the world of Folly with its rays. 

But scorn possessed me not ; a softened mood 
Too sad for bitterness was on me now ; 
'Twas long since thus I felt my pride subdued. 
With patient mien, with inoffensive brow. 
Like some staid sister, mindful of her vow, 
Ghostlike I glided through the careless throng 
As fleet as failing sinews might allow, 
And should have reached the goal ere very long 
But for the foul mischance which came to work 
me wrong. 

Near the park gates I turned off, with intent 
To cross the widening roadway here and win 
The homeward side. This avenue was pent 
With equipages pouring out and in. 
But nowise hesitating to begin 
The transit, I set out, and scarce had got 
To the mid-channel when my brain did spin, 
I reeled and stumbled, and my eyes besought 
Pity of all around, and yet perceived it not. 

Just then a flaunting chariot I espied. 

Which must have passed me safely where I 

stood 
Betwixt the ebbing and the flowing tide, 
But that the coachman, in facetious mood 
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And liveried arrogance of servitude, 
To make sport for the flunkey at his side, 
Wheeled, swerving suddenly across the road 
Upon me, thinking doubtless to deride 
My pitiful retreat with parasitic pride. 

The sorry jest had prospered well enough 
But that my fainting limbs refused to fly. 
This craven fellow's dastardly rebuff 
Seemed the world's answer to that inward cry 
My soul had breathed with such humility ; 
Surely my heart was broken now ! the tears 
Blotted those leering fools, and suddenly 
I was struck down with thunder in my ears, 
And for a space withdrew from worldly hopes and 
fears. 

Oblivious, bleeding in the dust I la}^ 
To every chance alike indifferent. 
And so for me the troubles of that day 
Were merged at last in absolute content. 
Then, doubtless, o'er my prostrate body leant 
A ring of eager faces ; there was found 
No name or sign upon me ; I was sent 
Forthwith to hospital, and the gay round 
Swept on ,as waters do o'er any dog that's 
drowned. 
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CANTO VIII. 

Weeks passed away, which were not weeks to 

me, 
For rapt beyond the close confines of sense 
My soul hung brooding o'er eternity, 
A silent waste of drear magnificence. 
Among the souls that peopled the immense 
I drifted through the darkness helplessly. 
Now soaring, when my body called me thence, 
Now sinking, when the myriad-handed sea 
Beckoned me to its bosom irresistibly. 

At last the billows caught me in their clutch 
And drew me to their chill embrace : I sink 
Slowly into the abyss ; the salt waves touch 
My very lips : it may be that I drink 
One lethal draught — it may be that I shrink 
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And struggle yet, when lo ! a clarion voice 
(Whose voice I know not, but I love to think) 
Far, far above, called through the darkness 
thrice 
And, like a falcon loosed, I mounted in a trice. 

But not to win the day, for now my soul 
Was hurried through strange realms of anarchy 
And dire confusion ; pealing thunders roll. 
Flames leap and vanish, spectres baffle me, 
With lurid features changed incessantly ; 
Voices I knew in childhood mutter low 
Even in my ears, when there is none to see. 
While ever in bewildered sort I know 
That all is mockery and unsubstantial show. 

Now brought to bay, I close in deadly strife 
With swarming broods of black forgetfulness : 
These visions! were they some new phase of 

life, ' 
Or portents of the culminating stress 
Of ruin ? Or what riddle, hard to guess. 
What secret, pregnant with my weal or woe. 
Was this which I alone might not possess. 
Which all these voices buzzed about me so. 
And I, me seemed, had lost a weary while ago ? 

The answer to this riddle came at last. 
The secret dawned upon me suddenly : 
I started up, the meteoric past 
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Cleaving the horizon of my memory 
Lit up from east to west the darkened sky: 
Once more I crouched and trembled in the road, 
Meeting that liveried coachman's brutal eye ; 
Once more my cheek with hot compunction 
glowed 
At thought of my exile from love's beatitude. 

Where was I now? What meant this bare 

white wall ? 
These quiet figures flitting round my bed ? 
Just now, methought, I understood it all, 
But ah ! the transitory gleam was fled, 
And all was dark again ! I lift my head, 
In fretful, piping tones for help I call, 
And thereupon a meek-eyed nurse hath sped 
To comfort me, and told me of my fall, 
And how for weeks I've languished here in 

hospital. 

The gentle accents of my watchful nurse 
Breathed balm into my apprehensive brain. 
I fell asleep, my fevered hand in hers. 
And in the morning wakened free from pain 
And turned to muse upon the past again. 
I thought of Reuben, but, at thought of him 
And all he must have suffered, every vein 
Ran fire instead of blood, my eyes grew dim. 
In reeling eddies merged I blindly strove to swim ! 
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And so for days I groped and stumbled through 
A labyrinth of tangled recollection, 
While ever stronger in my bosom grew 
A subtle sense of vague dissatisfaction. 
And ever, as it seemed, in one direction 
A tense cord my bewildered fancy drew, 
An intimate unrecognised attraction 
Which, when the past came back to me, I knew 
As Love's remembrancer of debts long overdue. 

When the last barrier was overthrown, 
The door of recollection opened wide, 
My spirit clamoured to be up and gone. 
And I resolved, good hap or ill betide, 
To win that very day my love's fireside. 
They strove to fright me: spake of needful rest; 
Such niggard care contemned, my soul replied : 
' You bid me seek repose, — the want confessed, 
* I go to lay my head upon my husband's breast.' 

In meek revolt my shrunken limbs I clad. 
Mourning the while my shredded wealth of hair, 
The crown of womanhood which Reuben had 
So oft caressed and vowed beyond compare. 
My meagre toilet claimed but little care, 
I kissed the kindly nurse I loved so well. 
Then mad for freedom crept from stair to stair, 
And with a heart-throb that I could not quell 
Drew breath beyond the gates in joy unspeakable. 
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Ah, in like rapture look for like decline ! 

Soon I became aweary, for the way 

Was long and I was weak. Lo ! at the sign, 

A doubt which lurked in ambush till that day 

Swooped suddenly and darted on his prey. 

Whispering softly in my frighted ear : 

'Thou hast been long in coming! Who can 

say 
Whether thy love be after all so near ?' 
And so my joy was turned to palpitating fear. 

At last I won the dear familiar street, 
Where all was eloquent of changeless change : 
The tall policeman lounging on his beat. 
The children playing just beyond his range, 
The beggar bawling hymn tunes to avenge 
The sanctified oppression of the rich. 
All seemed familiar to my mind, yet strange 
As when we first behold some land of which 
We knew before, and loved, what books or art 
could teach. 

Now I was at the door ; against my breast 
To stay the leaping of my troubled heart 
Convulsively one rigid hand was pressed. 
I dared not knock, but, panting, leaned apart 
And listened for a space ; till with a start 
Rousing myself to learn the worst or best, 
I rapped. They opened : then the cruel dart 



THE LOVE-SONG OF BARBARA. 73 

Pierced me at once — it was as I had guessed, 
Reuben was gone ! I swooned before they told 
the rest. 

When life and light returned, hope dawned 

anew. 
All was not lost, though I had suffered all : 
Reuben had left them long ago, 'twas true, 
But they had guidance for me — that was gall, 
But this was honey-dew ambrosial ! 
I learned what they could tell me. Would I 

stay 
And rest awhile ? Ah, no ! love's urgent call 
Brooked neither dalliance nor repose to-day. 
Into the dusty street once more I turned away. 

I came into a quarter of the town 

Where all was base and slovenly and mean, 

The grimy windows wore a savage frown. 

The kennel swarmed with life, yet there was 

seen 
Naught living but was famished and unclean. 
And was it near this portico of hell. 
Whose horrors, being substantial and terrene, 
Eclipsed the gruesome dreams fanatics tell — 
Oh, was it here that he — my love — had come to 

dwell ? 

I found the place I sought not far away : 
A dingy, drowsy street, it seemed to me 
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As if therein the brightness of the day 
Were shadowed by the wings of poverty 
Into a gloom of hopeless apathy. 
Here, then, my love had shelter ! Here behold 
The proper guerdon of supremacy ! 
Aye, but the welcome of the world is cold 
To such as live to love, and love to life unfold ! 

This was the house ! Was this the house of 

Death ? 
The blinds were drawn ! I shuddered, my 

weak frame 
Reeling, then drew one deep despondent breath. 
And knocked: the dull note echoed. Soon 

there came 
A dark- browed, meagre, melancholy dame, 
Who eyed me keenly without word or sign. 
But when she knew my quest and caught my 

name 
Her bony fingers gently closed on mine. 
She drew me o'er the threshold, led me to the 

shrine. 

No word, one look, and all was told, and all 
The woman in us rushed together there ; 
I tottered, but she stayed me from a fall, 
And led me up the crazy, creaking stair. 
Nothing escaped my ken — the frowsy air. 
The peeling patches on the mildewed wall. 
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The dismal, dusty pictures fading there, 
The twilight brooding o'er us like a pall, 
And ever and anon some prisoned songster's call. 

So in a wakeful trance I moved along, 
Until she brought me to a gabled room. 
It might have been a charnel, for no tongue 
Can tell the ghostly menace of its gloom. 
The subtle sense it breathed of mortal doom. 
There, as with straining eyes I peered around, 
A dark mass on the floor began to loom. 
And so the object of my search was found. 
And on his breast I sank without a word or sound. 

Ah, Reuben, son of vision, thou art sped ! 
The eagle tarries on the plain no more ! 
Leave — leave me here a little with my dead ! 
I will arise when this keen pang is o'er. 
And tell you all that yet remains in store. 
But for the present I would bide with him 
In still communion, for my heart is sore. 
Grief wells and floods my being to the brim, 
Tears blot the page I write, and all but love grows 
dim. 
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CANTO IX. 

Almost a week, a desolate week, had crept 
Like some slow -crawling, monstrous thing, 

away. 
And now my love and joy together slept, 
For I had buried them but yesterday. 
* What next ?' I moaned, and from the sunless, 

gray. 
Dim verge of life a voice cried, 'What but 

death ? 
The body banished, shall the shadow stay ? 
The soul caught up, what profits now the 

breath ? 
Take heart and follow him : even now he 

beckoneth.' 
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And sorely I was tempted to obey, 

For whither should I turn ? What hope was 

left? 
My kindred lost, my husband snatched away, 
Of jo}^ alike, by one remorseless theft. 
And every means of livelihood bereft, 
Already I (oh, bitter even to tell ! 
Love grant me grace, I kneel to thee for shrift!) 
By dire constraint, with shame unspeakable. 
The jewels he bestowed had found resolve to 
sell. 

Now all was known to me that might be known 
Of that dark final page of Reuben's lot, 
That volume which, too gloriously begun. 
The Fates ignobly ended with a blot. 
I knew how till the end he faltered not, 
Veiling his want and anguish in his breast. 
How week by week infallibly he brought 
The rent when it was owing, and the rest 
By love's deep intuition all too surely guessed. 

Next to his heart that night we found a scroll 
Where now the swan-song of his life I read, 
The parting utterance of that great soul 
By dreadful doom no whit discomfited. 

* Here on the dizzy brink I stand,' he said, 

* And listen for the kindly voice to call. 
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The poet only lives when he is dead. 
My ruined life shall be the pedestal 
Whence I will sing to men, holding their hearts 
in thrall.' 

This was the last stroke of that strenuous toil 
Whereby he reared the adamantine fame 
Which hate nor envy shall no more assoil ; 
This the red torch that kindled into flame 
A death-pyre to reveal his deathless name 
To future generations. As I drank 
This vintage of delight the dead past came 
To life : we lingered on a moss-grown bank, 
While in the englamoured west the sun serenely 
sank. 

'Twas there I learned the project, praised the 

plan 
Of this the very song I read to-night ; 
What wonder if the words of it outran 
Their wonted meaning, with malignant spite 
Restoring all our banished joys to sight. 
But soon the picture faded ; I arose, 
My heart was heavy but my feet were light, 
I could not brook such torment in repose, 
The seething maze without would suffocate my 

throes. 

I wandered blindly, some invisible hand 
Guiding me as it seemed, I knew not where, 
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Until at last the thunder of the Strand 
Roused me from brooding thoughts of dull 

despair 
To view the passion-play enacting there. 
It was the hour when mimic fortunes yield 
Their transient empire over mirth and care : 
The theatres disgorged, the streets were filled, 
Twelve strokes, less one, the clocks in warring 

accents pealed. 

I stood in some dark doorway, gazing out 
Upon the panorama streaming by. 
And here and there amid the motley rout 
A picture flashed upon niy vacant eye : 
— ^A wedded couple linked confidingly, 
— A newsboy's face, half sad, half impudent, 
Pleading with arduous comicality. 
Or some bedizened fair who fondly leant 
On gilded folly's arm, to sup with him intent. 

All were not bunglers in love's masquerade : 
Some few, endowed, perchance, with higher 

skill, 
Voluptuous self-abandonment displayed, 
As though their hearts, obedient to the will, 
Could throb with pristine passion or be still. 
These mummers, if indeed they did but feign, 
Cheated my breast of one responsive thrill : 



k. 



u-:i.; 




Mi 



8o THE LOVE-SONG OF BARBARA. 

A soft voice whispered, ' Why not live again ? 
Thou hast but sipped the cup I proffer thee to 
drain. 

' Thou art a woman : take the woman's way, 
Or starve ! No other choice beneath the sun ! 
Dare to be happy yet ; youth should be gay ; 
The river waits for thee when all is done. 
See that slim-waisted girl there, dancing on. 
Dost thou believe this callow swain of hers 
Her maiden fancy ever wooed and won ? 
Yet no less bountifully she confers 
Love-languid smiles to ease the victim of his 
purse.' 

It was the awful hour of destiny, 
I tottered on the very brink of hell. 
The odorous fumes of swinish revelry, 
Weaving a clumsy, devil-begotten spell, 
Sufficed to lure my senses passing well, 
For I was weak and famished. Black despair 
Urged black resolve too desperate even to tell, 
When, lo ! an angel stooped to save me 
there — 
A drunken prostitute whose curses rent the air. 

I trembled at her warning, saw her face. 

Oh, God ! even looked into her dreadful eyes ! 

And I was saved. Kind Father, by that grace 
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Which lent this messenger to bid me rise, 
Grant her thy peace at last within the skies ! 
I turned and fled from that polluted place 
To where the river mocks our destinies, 
There on the bridge leaned sadly to retrace 
That stormy hour, and wept for my lost love's 
embrace. 



In multitudinous, reverberant tones 

Midnight had chimed, and still I lingered there, 

The cold mist crept into my very bones, 

But for such things I took no thought or care, 

Numbed by the colder presence of despair. 

The black waves licked the pillars, eddied, 

swirled 
And shone below ; I leaned above to stare 
And listen ; and each eddy as it curled 
Seemed a dark mouth agape to hide me from the 

world. 

Alone ! Alone ! What comfort now for me 
But that last leap to win my lover's breast. 
To prove the tales of immortality, 
To live with him for ever at the best. 
Or, at the worst to die and be at rest ? 
So I resolved to storm the gates of doom. 
To force the eternal riddle, never guessed ; 
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But Reuben's voice restrained me from the 
tomb: 
His child, his orphan child, leapt thrice within 
my womb. 

A thrilling pang of exquisite remorse 
Was wakened by this monitor within, 
My life-stream turning from its channelled course 
A purer, broader current did begin. 
I shuddered, I awoke : — What deadly sin 
Was this I harboured, pitiful and base ? 
What craven folly counselled me to win 
By twofold murder that victorious place 
Where I might look to meet my hero face to 
face ? 

No, by the self-same pathway he had trod. 
Of sheer endurance, I would win his side. 
Let me but once forsake that beaten road. 
And ah, what yawning gulfs might not divide 
Our sever'd fates! Vouchsafed but one sole 

guide, 
Him would I follow to the ultimate brink, 

• Would neither fear to die the death he died, 
Nor, if constrained to longer exile, shrink 

The bitter lees of life for his dear sake to drink. 

So I returned — not homeward : I possessed 
No refuge meriting so dear a name — 
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To that mean roof whose shelter I at least 
For this one night could venture still to claim. 
I did not vex the future, strive to frame 
Clues for the problem of the dark to-morrow, 
The morrow must be dealt with when it came ; 
From this new life within me I would borrow 
Still patience of resolve and sacramental sorrow. 

Not with the doubtful future but the past 
My mind was busied as I went along, 
Those winged hours that fled away so fast 
Haunted me still, and presently, among 
The lineaments of that confused throng 
Which filled the arras-work my fancy wove, 
A certain face loomed bright, which erst my song 
Revealed transfigured with prophetic love 
My fond security to chasten and reprove. 

* God grant thee ever in this world of lies 
One arm to champion thee /' I seemed to hear 
Those mellow tones again, to meet those eyes 
Full of great-hearted love and generous fear. 
Ah, welladay ! If only thou wert near, 
Kind Victor, I would welcome thee to-night. 
Would pour my woes into thy listening ear ! 
Thus musing, lo ! the bourne that ends my 
flight ! 
I enter .... Victor's face meets my bewildered 
sight. 
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So, as it seemed, some silent inward sense 
Had whispered of his coming as I came, 
'Twas Fortune^s meagre, kindly recompense 
For that lone week of agony and shame. 
It was a joy to see him, still the same. 
Still pensive, worshipful, impassioned, mild ; 
Softly we murmured each the other's name. 
And so, to sad remembrances beguiled, 
Over a fathomless gulf in wistful greeting smiled. 

He came to tell me of my father's death, 
The heritage of whose prosperity 
But for my guerdon of love-kindled breath 
Had been a thing of small account to me. 
And he had learned my tale of misery 
And now had tears to offer, which, be sure, 
I paid for with my own, right willingly ; 
And so between us twain a friendship pure 
As motherhood arose, and shall for aye endure. 

Upon the morrow I set forth in haste 
And to a certain graveyard went alone. 
And there with reverential mien I placed 
A gift of market flowers, making moan 
And promising thenceforward to atone, 
My sins with lifelong penance to defray. 
. Kneeling I kissed the slab, and thereupon 
The sunlight kissed my flowers where they lay. 
And * Love, farewell !' I sobbed, and sadly went away. 
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A few short hours, and, leaving far behind 
The city of love and hatred, toil and greed, 
Of iron wheels with cogs that crush and grind, 
Of human hands that turn them till they bleed, 
— A few short hours, and lo, at lightning speed 
We journey homeward, easefuUy reclined. 
While in each whizzing copse and crawling 

mead 
By some familiar feature I can find 
A spell to bring my flight with Reuben back 

to mind. 
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CANTO X. 

Nay, do not yet your suffrages withhold, 
Pause till I end my melancholy strain ; 
The tale I have to tell is nearly told : 
This is the prelude of the last refrain, 
And I shall never vex your hearts again ; 
You shall forget my sorrows presently, 
Engrossed by more essential joy and pain, 
Shall close the book and lay their record by. 
Yielding, it may be, then, the tribute of a sigh. 

I must not linger here to tell at length 

How through long weeks and months I waited, 

while 
The patient life I harboured gathered strength 
In darkness ; how at times it would beguile 
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My troubled soul to melt into a smile 
By whisperings unutterably sweet 
Of love and hope, and how to reconcile 
Sorrow and joy till they so warmly greet. 
So passionately blend, we know not where they 
meet. 

At last there came a night of torment sore, 
Which, when I seek to call to mind again, 
I but revoke the clamorous, wild uproar 
Of that night^s gale, and hear the shrieking rain 
Lashing with frequent gusts the window-pane ; 
The tempest of my own pangs is forgot, 
I strive to call them back, but strive in vain, 
Their memory Love branded as a blot, 
And swallowed up long since, and now remembers 
not. 

But I recall, as it were yesterday, 
How the mad gale grew sober and did cease, 
And how at dawn, when all was hushed, I lay 
In plenary redemption, and release 
From hellish throes to unimagined peace ; 
And how within my arms, upon my breast, 
To make a heaven of my passive ease. 
The sweet, sweet prize lay quiet now at rest. 
And ever and anon moved softly in his nest. 

You wives and mothers, you remember well 
The dayspring of that earthly paradise 
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We call maternity ! 'Twere vain to tell 
Its joys to them whose uninitiate eyes 
Know nothing of those tender mysteries, 
Strange to the mother's rapture when she sips 
The nectar of those inarticulate cries, 
Soon quelled, and groping of the ravenous lips 
And thrilling touch of soft, electric finger-tips. 

My stormy spirit, soothed into a calm 
Of wistful retrospection, drew apart 
From life's perturbed arena, breathing balm 
On the sore anguish of my widowed heart. 
And so I rested, till the lurking dart 
By the rude hand of Time was stirred again, 
And from my dream awakened by the smart, 
My bosom throbbed with agonizing pain. 
And all the blandishments of infancy were vain. 

Nay, worse than vain : their wonted raptures now 
Were turned to bitter ashes of despair. 
I watched them passionately, musing how 
Their charm availed not since he was not there 
My love and pride to witness and to share. 
I cursed the light of morning when it came, 
I wept for day when darkness hid my care. 
And through the day and through the dark his 

name 
Rang in my ears, and glowed in leaping lines of 

flame* 
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That name rang in the world's long ears as well, 
Dazed its dull eyes with coruscating fire ; 
For now that he was dead and gone the spell 
Began to work: they decked the insensate pyre, 
And yielded him, too late, his heart's desire. 
'Twas ever thus, and thus long since divining 
That it should be with him, he did not tire 
Of service, but sang on without repining, 
In every song a gem of love and truth enshrining. 

One evening, when the grass was wet with dew, 
When summer fragrance cloyed the drowsy air. 
Vague yearnings woke within me to renew 
My fond remembrance of those precincts fair 
Whither of old we did so oft repair, 
The passion-haunted trysting-place, within 
The quietude of whose umbrageous lair 
You saw my own life-tragedy begin, 
Far from the destined gulf of misery and sin. 

Along the river path with listless feet 
I loitered, drinking like a honeyed wine 
The almond savour of the meadow sweet. 
Wherewith like hues in some supreme design 
All subtly-mingled odours did combine, 
Begotten of the season and the hour. 
And who shall say what musings then were mine. 
To what deep reverie's enchanted bower 
Those perfumes led me on, bewildered by their 
power. 
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Thus Fancy cheats her victims of repose ; 

And patiently I yielded to her might, 

And gazed with hungry longing on her shows, 

Her unsubstantial spectres of delight. 

And still I wandered, till I came in sight 

Of that lone covert by the shelving 'brink 

Where we had moored our boat that summer 

night, 
And there I tarried for awhile to drink 
The stillness, gazing back to watch the red sun 

sink. 

No change was there that I could recognise, 
No feature of that memorable scene 
Was wanting. Nay, for in the western skies 
Methought the waning sunlight broke between 
The selfsame bars and billows, which had been 
Tinged by the selfsame hues of paradise 
That night. Yet what a gulf did intervene 
'Twixt then and now ! If I were not more wise, 
I lacked not stirring themes whereon to moralize. 

Now that the scene was fittingly prepared 
I summoned up the actors, and the play 
Forthwith began ; for now, methought, I heard 
The creaking rowlocks and the measured sway 
Of pliant oars, and saw the eddies they 
Left reeling far astern. On either side 
Sad willows drooped, but we were blithe and gay, 
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Save one, who leaned and watched the rippling 
tide, 
And nursed a tender hope, soon to be gratified. 

And now we land ; and she is left alone — 



Ah, welladay ! what need to tell the rest ? 
Enough that every incident was shown 
With superhuman fervour, vital zest. 
In thrilling masquerade at my behest. 
Enough that every passion smouldering, 
Since that fair summer night, within my breast 
Stood, like a genius mutely questioning 
My will, before me now, half meek, half menacing. 

The sun is goAe at last, the golden sun, 
Trailing a crimson garment in his wake. 
The pallid lamps of heaven, one by one 
(Mild virgins watching for the bridegroom's sake) 
In their dear lord's deserted palace take 
Their proper stations. My sad vigil o'er, 
I linger not with them but slowly make 
My feet retrace the path they trod before, 
Still musing on delights, lost, lost, for evermore ! 

But now the balmy breath of quietude, 
Distilled through all the channels of my brain. 
With penetrative solacement subdued 
Its passion-throbs of yearning fierce and vain 
Into a rapt serenity of pain. 
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I would not bruise against the barriers 
My wings with foolish flutterings again, 
But gleaning patience from the patient stars, 
Await the coming dawn which peace at length 
confers. 

I drew on towards the village, dimly seen 
Athwart the gloaming meadows, noting where 
Lights twinkled through the dusky sylvan screen 
Of elm-trees, and majestically fair 
The steeple tapered in the twilight air. 
One beacon ray I gladly recognised, 
And hurried forward thirsting to be there, 
For there my babe was sleeping, I surmised, 
And in its ruddy glow my love was symbolized. 

And as I neared my cottage home, the bells. 
The impassioned bells, rang out a chime of 

greeting. 
Whose music ever in my bosom dwells. 
The wondrous message wondrously repeating 
They brought that summer night so fair and 

fleeting. 
I stand upon the threshold now ; to thee, 
Reader, adieu ! my heart with joy is beating, 
For on my soul has dawned unspeakably [me. 
A secret which mankind must learn, but not from 



THE END, 
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